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that an officer from the regiment was in the hospital.

" He's had a pretty bad time of it, your friend Dick
has. When he came in you could almost see daylight
through his head. He was unconscious for two months.
It wasn't all that easy with a man that size. He's a
giant, isn't he ? Anyway, his mind is beginning to come
back. He can walk about the wards, so he could come
up and visit you. It might be a help to him if you could
talk about things you both knew about in the past.
Your friends in the regiment and so on. His sight has
gone on one side, and he can't co-ordinate his muscles
properly. But he's getting better slowly. I think you
could help."

Dick appeared that afternoon after tea. His huge
frame moved unsteadily with tottering gestures. His
face was dead white.

"Hullo, Robin. Hullo, Robin. Nice to see you.
I'm afraid I can't stay long. You see I'm very busy.
I have a lot of things to do. They're written in my
little note-book. Now where's my little note-book. Oh,
dear, I think I've lost it."

He searched frantically in every pocket.

"Yes. I've lost it. I shall have to go and find it.
Otherwise I shan't know what I have to do. And you
see I'm very busy, very busy. So long."

I tried to distract him from the note-book. But it
loomed in his mind like a beacon. However, he
appeared again the next evening, and as I talked of old
friends of his in the regiment sometimes a name would
connect in his mind, and a spurt of conversation would
spring from him. Once in excitement from a spark of
memory he rose from his chair. For a moment he stood
awkwardly looking down at it. Then he smiled at me
apologetically.